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EDITORIAL 


ING MY FRIEND, don’t read it here 
at the newsstand! Leaf through, if 
you like, for a sampling of the chorus 
line- (and it's a most pleasant ag- 
gregation of femininity, indeed!) 
but don’t dawdle. Negotiate briefly 
with the newsdealer and take our 
bevy of bosom beauties home with 
you. 


(Time passes) 


There, isn’t that better, now that 
you can relax with us? In addition to 
the mammarian marvels and the de- 
lightful derrieres herein, we've got 
some readin', too. 


First off, there's a tale of a writer 
in search of emotional inspiration, 
REWRITE, by Dan Darent, boy fic- 
tioneer — followed by some advice on 
how to turn illegitimate beginnings 
into a decided advantage when deal- 
ing with desirable women, even if 
you have to fake your own bastardy, 
told with finesse by one who has 
had considerable practice at this sort 
of thing, Selwyn Welles. In the field 


- of organized humor, Walt Leibscher 


shows how to cook your own goose 
(or is it the other way around?) with 
FURORE OVER FUDGE. For more 
fun along the way, ex-science-fic- 
tioneer Larry Maddock examines the 
scurrilous method by whicb Millie 
got her Mink. George H. Smith, 
whose by-line shows up in some of 
the most unexpected places, contrib- 
utes a provocative yam aptly titled 
FAVOR FOR A FRIEND — and you, 
dear soul, should be so lucky! There's 
much, much more... 


All in all, we trust you'll consider 
it one hell of an issue, and that you'll 
join the growing ranks of TONIGHT- 
people who will be haunting the 
newsstands soon for tbe next issue. 
Sorry, no subscriptions — and don’t 
request our models’ phone numbers. 


Tally hol 
— THE EDITORS 
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Soo SAT COILED like a yoga 
nymph in the center of the bed. 
Her lovely, young features were all- 
attentive to the words of Mrs. Gold- 
farb, who sat at her dressing table 
attempting to improve on what na- 
ture had: spared her after too many 
years of hard work. 

“Believe me, young lady, manag- 
ing a block of apartments, like I am 
having here, is more than hard work. 
Sometimes even a mother I am being. 
Like finding Mr. Collins’ clean socks 
for him, or making a lecture to those 
two girls in 2B about ‘you know 
what.” Sally smiled at the anecdotes 
of her colorful neighbor. 

“And Mister Frederick Kearns even 
asks me to advise on his writing. 
. . . Imagine, Sally darling, an author 
he is! Like Mr. Shakespeare or 
Mickey Spillane! So polite and quiet 
always . . . and so handsome! Nosey 
I am not, but things I see . . . writ- 
ings in his apartment. Ah, that man 
is an exciting one!” 

Sally’s eyes narrowed from their 
poodle curiosity to an expression of 
feline plotting. She had had her 
eyes on Fred Kearns for a long time 
now, but he didn't seem to notice 
LOA 

“Just keep your ears on the tele- 
phone, darling, and help the tenants 
if they are wanting something . . .” 

Sally uncoiled her twenty years of 
lithe limbs and followed the bulky 
Mrs. Goldfarb to the door. 

"Read the movie magazines. Ill 
try to get back early. Oy, what a 
time a sister should choose to get 
sick! You eat from the icebox when 
you should get hungry, Sally. I’m 
telling your mama you might be 
late.” She threw the last back over 
her shoulder as she scuttled out of 
her apartment. 

Sally returned to the bedroom. The 
magnetic sparkle of the ring of apart- 
ment keys enticed her imagination 
with the possibility of more exciting 
reading than movie magazines. Fred 
Kearns wouldn't be home in the mid- 
dle of the morning! 


I ALL BOILEn down to sex! He had 
not come up to the publisher's 
sexual standards. Fred Kearns sat in 
the privacy of his apartment clothed 
only by a stilldamp towel which 
hung around his neck. He glared at 
the rejected manuscript which lay on 
the. desk by the typewriter. It was 
so absurd. He reviewed the letter 
from his publisher and studied the 


- editorial remarks on the manuscript 


trying to determine exactly what the 
so-and-so wanted. 


There was a soft knock on the 
door. He kept quiet. Maybe they 
would go away. Instead, a key turned 
in the lock and the door opened 
slowly. A shock of jet-black hair top- 
ping an eggshell complexion peered 
into the room. 

“Awahrugg!” he said, bolting from 
the chair and dashing for cover while 
attempting to hide his nudity with 
the towel. Sally saw the flash of his 
naked backside as it disappeared 
through the bathroom door. Embar- 
rassed, but wise beyond her years, 
she stammered innocently, “Mr. 
Kearns, are you here?” 

“Yes!” Fred momentarily lost con- 
trol of tbe pitch of his yoice, as he 
returned to the room completely 
wrapped in a long robe. 

“Oh... Oh, I'm sorry, Mister 
Kearns. I knocked and no one an- 
swered. I... Im here to... to 
clean the room," she lied in embar- 
rassed tones ‘and backed into the hall. 

“Just a minute,” Fred called. “It’s 
okay. I’m on my way out, anyway.” 

“Like that?” she smiled miseldev- 
ously and walked into the room. 

“Where’s Mrs. Goldfarb?” Fred 
asked, forcing Sally to improvise 
further on her invention, 

“She had to go uptown. Ah... 
Tm just helping for the day.” She 
flashed him a sparkling smile with 
the half-truth, and slow burning em- 
bers appeared in her gray-gréen eyes. 
“Pm Sally, Mr. Kearns. Ill come 
back after you've gone;" She. turned 
toward the door again. About 36-24- 
36 he fhought in cold analysis. 

"No. That won't be necessary. Yl 
be gone in a jiffy." Fred interrupted 
his inspection only momentarily. 
There was something about that 
body. It was a young body. Maybe 
that was it? He was more accus- 
tomed to matwe women in his re- 
search. 

“All right.” She closed the door 
and began straightening the room. 
Her young charms were tightly en- 
cased in a black sweater and form- 
fitting toreador pants. He suddenly 
realized that she was aware of his 
staring and a beet-flush climbed up 
his neck. He turned and strode into 
the bedroom. 

As cold and analytical as he was, 
why should he blush just looking at 
a kid like that? He had seen it all in 
its natural state . . . from the red 
wrinkled nipples to the dark triangle 
below, the nest of fulfillment. He 
had satisfied his urge with dozens of 
mature women. He was not the 
blushing type. 

He left the apartment without look- 

(continued on page 45 ) 











OT ALL or vs are fortunate 
N enough to be born out of wed- 
lock, and this accident of legitimacy 
has cheated ns ont of a good many 
things. 

But we can still act like bastards, 
which is almost as good. 

Now, a bastard, by definition, is a 
child who has no honorable and legal 
claim to his family name for the 
simple reason that his father and his 
mother were not legally married at 
the time of his birth. Among Royalty, 
especially English Royalty, being a 
bastard was a sign of accomplish- 
ment, and the Royal Bastards had 
quite a merry old time for them- 
selves. 

A self-made bastard isn't quite this 
glamorous, but if he works at it he 
can reap the fruits of the illegitimate. 

Why, you may ask, should I want 
to be a bastard? 

It’s simple. All women have weak- 
nesses, and most women flip over 
bastards, whether the gentlemen in- 
volved can prove it or not. 

"Nice Girls” are particularly sus- 
ceptible 

Merely knowing that he’s a bastard 
brings out something akin to the 
mother instinct in these dolls, but 
instead of mothering you they try to 
understand you. The nice thing 
about it is that they invariably make 
extra allowances for you, excusing 
you in advance for future transgres- 
sions, And they work twice as hard 
for you as they would for someone 
with a proper past. 

It all boils down to a question of 
"past." 

Naturally, the man with a “past” 
is more interesting than the man 
whose entire life has been virginal in 
thought and deed. The man who ob- 
viously has been around, who has 
done glamorous things and loved 
(perhaps wronged) glamorous wom- 
en, is a distinct challenge to today’s 
modern girl, and when she captures 
him its a real feather in her cap. 
It proves to her that she is more 
glamorous, more special, more inter- 
esting, etc., than all of the people 
and places with which he has filled 
his former life. This is lousy logic, 
but that’s the way the feminine mind 
works. 

One of the best gambits when 
meeting a beautiful and presumably 
beddable girl for the first time is to 
imply from the start that you're at 
_least ninety pereent bastard. This 
“can be done in a number of ways, all 
designed to pique her curiosity. 

“Pardon me, Miss,” you might say, 





“but you remind me of a girl I once 
met in Shanghai. You couldn’t be —” 

“No,” she smiles, “I’ve never been 
out of the country.” 

“You have the same type of inter- 
national beauty. Im ratber glad 
you're net the one I had in mind,” 
yon add mysteriously. 

“Ohr 

You laugh knowingly. "lm afraid 
I'm not exactly popular with her, In 
fact, her father —a crack riflenan — 
swore he'd kill me if he ever set eyes 
npon me again, But tel me, were 
you born right here?" 

She nods. 

You shrug in disbelief. "I didn't 
think Los Angeles was capable of 
producing anything as beautiful as 
you.” (Or Chicago, Detroit, Pitts- 
burgh, Seattle, etc, — depending upon 
where you are.) 

"Thank yon.” She may try to edge 





I know this is irregular, but I’ve 
always been a bit improper — would 
you have lunch with me?” 

“No, thank you. I’ve already 
eaten,” 

“A drink, then. I promise to be- 
have." This last statement implies 
that “behaving” is something alien to 
your nature, 

“But I don’t even know you,” she 
protes 

"That's easily takeu care of. I’m 
Harley Alexander, and you are. . ?" 

“Virginia Conway—but I still don’t 
see why I should let you buy me a 
drink.” 

"Because you are a beautiful, 
charming and intelligent woman and 
l would enjoy buying you a drink. 
Isn't that reason enough? And I 
promise not to seduce you until we've 
known each other much longer. Shall 
we?” At this point you offer her 
your arm and the odds are with you 
that shell take it, because if she 
continues to refuse she'll look like an 
absolute schnook. 

Once you're seated in your favorite 
cocktail lounge and have a pair of 
drinks before you, you can further 
introduce yourself as somewhat of an 
adventurer, a rolling stone, a man 
who disdains the settled life and pre- 
fers to take his pleasure where he 
finds it. 

“Never before,” you tell her, “have 
I been so completely entranced by an 
unknown face and figure as I was 
with yours a few moments ago. I 
suppose after so many years of kick- 
ing around in this old world that you 
develop a sort of sixth sense that en- 
ables you to tell at a glance ~ “This 
(Continued on next page) 





by Selwyn Wells 


So be a 


BASTARD 


KNIGHTS OF 
THE BAR 
SINISTER 
WIND UP WITH 
THE BEST 
WENCHES! 


Article 


Women love to be told 
they're beautiful — 
especially if the 

one who says it has 
obviously been around! 


woman will be exciting, even if all I 
do is buy her a drink.” Are you mar- 


No," she admits. 

“Would you do me the further 
honor of having dinner with me to- 
night?" you ask quickly. 

“Of course.” 

= 
ICK HER UP at her place and drive 
to one of the finest restaurants in 
town. But as you enter the p 
freeze, grab her hand and hiss into 
her ear: “Follow me— Tm terribly 
sorry but I can't be seen here." Be- 
fore she has a chance to react, steer 
her out the door and hurry to your 
car, 

"What's the matter?" she asks. 

“An old personal score that Pd pre- 
fer to settle some other time,” you 

y. “Td just as soon 


ful evening 

Take her then to another place, al- 
most as nice as the fir 
gay, Refuse steadfastly 
your reason for leaving the first res- 
taurant. (Of course, the only reason 
you ducked out fast was to impress 
her with a mysterious past — there 
really was no one there for you to 
avoid.) 

She’ll worry about this all evening. 
When you take her home, sink the 
hook deeper by warning her that if 
she receives any telephone calls ask- 
ing about you that she’s never heard 
of you. 

“But why?” shell want to know. 

“TI explain it all to you someday. 
If you have nothing planned for this 
weekend it might be nice to drive out 
to the beach, spend the afternoon 
under the sun and go dancing at 
night. All right?" 

“I think that might be fun. But 
tell me what all this hocus-pocus is 
about.” 

“I wish I could, darling, but I 
don’t dare. Perhaps, after we know 
each other better. . .” 

Set a definite time for you to pick 
her up that weekend. 


ND BE HALF an hour late. Explain 

that you had a little trouble on 

the way but nothing came of it, "I'm 

sure we won't be bothered at the 

beach," you tell her. "My apologies 

for letting anything like that delay 

IS 

"Anything like what?" 

Look at her speculatively for a 

. moment, then shake your head. "I'm 

sorry. You'll just have to trust me.” 

By now she is in the position of 

having to earn your trust in order to 

(Continued on next page) 


Intrigue is one 
of the prime 
requisites 

of romance 
with a 
gorgeous 

girl 

like 

Hee 





satisfy her feminine curiosity. She 
knows that the: best way to earn a 
man’s trust is to make him fall in Jove 
with her—and the best way to do 
that is to hit him with both barrels, 
getting him emotionally and physic- 
ally involved, 

Which means you'll probably 
score that evening, after the dance, 
Be prepared for her to suggest stop- 
ping overnight at one of those charm- 
ing and overpriced little beach ca- 
banas, E 

After you've collected what you 
came for in the first place, she will 
ask you to explain your mysterious ï 
moves, Now is the time for the 
Grand Lie, which goes something 
like this: A 

“You see, darling, my name isn’t 
really Harley Alexander at all, but it's 
as good a name as any and I’ve been 
using it for mamy ycars now, [I 
thought | was safe here — that's why 
I relaxed and allowed myself the en- 
joyment of buying you a drink, But 
1 was wrong — remember the restau- 
rant?" 

"Yes," she says breathlessly. "Just 
who did you see there, anyway?" 

"One of my father's agents. I should 
have left town ‘immediately, while 
there was still time, But I felt I 
owed you something more. than a 
quick kiss and run,” 

“One of your father’s agents?” she 
fepeats, "Who is your father?” 

“les a very powerful man on the 
International scene, Im sorry, but 
that’s all 1 can tell you, He won’t 
acknowledge me publicly, of course 
— never married my mother. But he 
provided funds for my education. 
And then, six years atro, the political 
climate changed, and he's been try- 
ing to get his hands on me ever 
since, Fortunately, I was tipped off 
in advance, and managed to leave 
the country just in time, I’m. still 
running," 

*And you stayed here, with your 
life in danger, just because of me?" 
You smile. “Did I do wrong?” 

Yon have already done wrong at 
least twice — once on the hed, once in 
telling such a nice young lady such 
u whopper. But if yon play the en- 
tire scene with sufficient savoir faire, 
she'll be your willing companion for 
as long as you. want her, 

(Continued on next page) 








The Grand Lie can 
make an International 
Playboy out of a 


home - grown pauper, 
and if the Lie is 
fantastic enough . . . 


... even the most 
worldly of women 
will snap at the 
bait, absolutely 
hypnotized by the 
glamour of being 
involved with him! 


be looking 

le man on the move. It goes 
ing th: cannot many 

i the smallest 


umount of publicity, 


leaving some 

3 as keeps: 
Shell cry bitter tears, of course, 
and worry about von, but for your 
protection she won't dare go to the 
one seareh for you. 
4 c so from the other 
side of the country (or from Mexico, 
be), you have a letter mailed to 
ssuring her that you're all right, 


but that you probably will never see 
her again. 

"p shall always remember,” you 
conclude, “the one woman in the 
world who so completely entranced 
me from the moment L met her. Al- 

Il never meet again, 
with you always,” 


She loves her fatherless Romeo, 
and will give her all to keep 
him sofe from the clutches of 
the ungodly — even if it means 
never seeing him again. 





— 
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ale: you're My best friend, aren’t 
you?” Sam Werner said, as the 
7:40 reached the outskirts of West- 
port and slowed for the station. 

Jim Stevens looked up from the 
paperback book he was reading and 
smiled. “I’ve always hoped that I 
was, old man,” he said. 

“Well . . . that’s why . . . that's 
why I've got to talk to you about this. 
I couldn't stand to even mention it 
to anyone else." 

"Then by all means let's hear it." 

“Its... well, Pm pushing forty- 
eight and . . . well, Jo-Anne is only 
thirty and . . . well, shes “at the 
height of her... physical... ah... 
ability and . . . well, the doctor tells 
me that I have to slow down . . ." 

“I dont think I understand," Jim 
said, beginning to think that he did. 

"Damn it, man, Jo-Anne is too 
much for me! I need help. I need 
help from my best friend.” 

The paperback fell to the floor and 
lay unnoticed as Jim stared at his 
friend. 

“But, Sam, I.” 

“I know you have a wife of your 
own but I ålso know that while you 
two are sexually pretty well adjusted 
you ... well you could handle quite 
a bit more than you're getting at 
home. And quite a bit more is what 
I've got to deal with." 

"But, Sam . . . Jo-Ànne has al- 
ways seemed such a quiet girl. You 
know what I mean, none of the flirt- 
ing like the other wives do . . . no 


By George H. 


Jim was cager to 


^ FRI 


Smith 


rumor of scandal . . 
quiet, lady-like girl." 

"She is a nice, quiet, lady-like girl 
but she is also sexually very active. 
You don't know these quiet girls, 
Jim. It was wonderful when we first 
got married but now . . . I'm just not 
up to it any more but I still love her 
and... well, I can’t stand to have 
her unhappy.” 


“But how... Imean.. 
you want me to do?” 

“I want you to prove youre my 
best friend . . . I want you to take 
some of it off my hands.” 


"EL... but how would Jo-Anne feel 
about this?” Jim asked. “I mean, 
there’s never been anything between 
us... not even a suggestion of any- 
thing.” 

“We've already discussed it. We 
talked over everyone we know. Jo- 
Anne made a list of men we know 
that she felt . . . well, that she felt 
could excite her. We eliminated all 
the bachelors because we didn’t want 
any emotional entanglements and of 
those who were left we finally nar- 
rowed it down to Brad Edman and 
you. We both agreed that you would 
be the more satisfactory.” 


just a nice, 


. what do 


"Im sure that's very flattering 
buts ea 

"Do you remember the time I 
covered that check for you? Do you 
remember when you didn't have the 
money back three or four years ago 
and your mother needed that opera- 


— 


do such a pleasant 


FAWOR FOR A 


tion? You remember how I came 
through?" 

"Yes, I remember but aren't you 
kind of putting on the pressure?" 


"All right . . . I'll take off the 
pressure. Forget about the check 
and forget about the operation. Think 
about Jo-Anne. Tell me truthfully — 
haven't you ever thought that you 
would like to sleep with her?" 


“Ah .. . Jo-Anne has always been 
so demure that...” 

“Demure? She’s demure all right. 
Demure until she gets into bed. Why, 
man, you can’t imagine what she’s 
like when she gets between the 
sheets.” 

*,. . Tm beginning to imagine it.” 

“Then you'll do it?” 

“Well... I mean... how would 
we work it out?” 

“Jo-Anne and I talked that part of 
it over too. You'll tell Mert that 
you'll be taking the late train from 
now on but you'll go on taking this 
one. That will give you an hour in 
the evenings, an hour which I will 
spend in Tony’s Bar while you spend 
it in Paradise.” 


“Ah... yes, I suppose that would 
work out.” 

“And of course we'll do the same 
thing in the morning. That will give 
you a half-hour which I'll spend in 
the Barrel Grill having ham and eggs 
while you have heaven in your ayns.” 

“Well, yes. I suppose we could do 
that,” Jim said. 
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“And then you'll have to arrange 
to take off two or three hours in the 
afternoon at least twice a week so 
that you can meet Jo-Anne in this 
little apartment we keep in town,” 
“Now see here, isn’t this quite a 
bit ees 
"And then there's the weekends 

. instead of our Saturday golf, 
you'll be with Jo-Anne all morning.” 

“Yes, and what will you be doing?” 

“Why, I'll be pushing a golf ball 
around while youre pushing . . ." 

The train whistle blowing for their 
stop drowned out the rest of Sam's 
words and both men began to gather 
their hats, coats and briefcases to get 
off. 


"nu YOURE ONE of my best 
friends, aren't you?" Jini Stev- 
ens was saying to Brad Edman sev- 
eral weeks later as the 7:40 reached 
the outskirts of Westport and slowed 
for the station. 

Brad Edman looked up from his 
copy of the Wall Street Journal and 
siniled until he noticed how tired and 
worn Jim was looking. “I’ve always 
thought so, old fellow,” he said ser- 
iously. 

"Well... thats why . . . that's 
why I've got to talk to you about 
this thing. I just couldn't stand to 
mention it to anyone else." 

“Yes, old man?” 

“Well, it’s about Jo-Anne Werner 
. .. I'd like to ask my best friend for 
a little help.” eee 


It takes an unusual man 
to pull off this unusual 
approach successfully, bui 
the results are worth i. 


By Paul Engle 





IRLS ARE NUMBERED by every in- 
G telligent young man as some of 
the finest things in life— but every 
intelligent young man unfortunately 
doesn't know how to handle all of 
the various types he is likely to en- 
counter in his day-to-day travels. 
"Therefore, it is with a spirit of good 
will towards men and an attitude of 
general helpfulness that we present 
the following: 

The girl is stacked, and has a cer- 
tain available air about her. But you 
suspect she isn't an easy pick-up. 

The locale is a coffee-shop, or 
other public eating place. Perhaps a 
public drinking place— but your 
chances of meeting her here are 
slight. She's not the type who fre- 
quents bars alone. 

If you're already there when she 
comes in, quietly pay your bil] and 
depart. Wait a few minutes, re- 
enter the joint and sit down beside 
her. 

Don’t say anything that would 
sound like you're trying to drum up 
a conversation, But when the wait- 
ress arrives, ask for the most out- 
landish order you can think of, Like 
a banana split, with pickles instead 
of bananas, and an order of wheaties 
dumped over the top. Coffee with a 
slice of lemon. Cheesecake a la mode 
with strawberry syrup over all. A 
baked potato with Worchestershire 
sauce. A catsup sundae, with pine- 


apple ice cream. Kumquats and sour 
cream, garnished with cinnamon 
sticks. : 

Anything— as long as it's so un- 
usual that the waitress will make a 
fuss over it. Rest assured, the girl 
will be aware of what you ordered, 
and as you look like an all right guy, 
shell be curious. insist to the wait- 
ress that you like it that way. 

While waiting for your order, take 
a pack of filter-tips from your pocket, 
remove one cigarette, open your 
pocket knife and carefully cut the 
filter off. Light the cigarette, You 
don’t have to watch her — she'll be 
watching you. 


HEN YOUR OUTLANDISH Order 

arrives, you have already hid- 
den the nearest salt-shaker, so you 
lean towards the girl and ask her in 
a friendly tone, "Would you pass the 
salt, please?" 

She watches, spellbound, as you 
sprinkle a pinch of salt in your cof- 
fee, then twist the lemon over it. 
Very seriously you return the salt to 
her. 

"Could I exchange this for the 
sugar?" you ask politely. 

She gives you the sugar. You 
measure out one teaspoonful and 
sprinkle it on your baked potato. 

‘Thank you," you say, returning 
the sugar. 

Now, with gusto, you start to eat 


whats before you. The girl will gulp 
and tum her attention somewhere 
else. 

“Would you like some?” you ask 
her. 

“No, thank you,” she says coldly. 
“T don’t see how you can eat it that 
way.” 

"It's all a matter of taste. I de- 
cided long ago that people generally 
eat what they're used to — and it oc- 
curred to me that they often cheat 
themselves out of some real good eat- 
ing by not trying new combinations. 
Go ahead — try some.” 

“No, thanks, PH take your word 
that it’s good.” J 

"See, you're a coward, You've al- 
ready decided that you don’t like it.” 

“Do you do anything the accepted 
way?” 

“Not if I can help it. Have more 
fun that way. Of course, I drive on 
the right-hand side of the street, and 
wear clothes when I'm in public, I've 
never used a ladies' powder room, for 
instance, But where I have a choice 
or an opportunity not to conform to 
the habits of the herd, I exercise that 
choice.” 


HE sMILES, “You're a thinking man, 
then," she says. ` 
"And I smoke Viceroys. Of course, 
as a Thinking Man, I don't believe 
the filter does a damn bit of good, so 
(Continued on next page) 
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I remove the filter. The rest of it has 
a pretty nice taste.” 

"You're not worried about cancer, 
then?" 

"Life is too short to worry. I be- 
lieve iu living each day as it comes 
along — doing the things I want to 
do, eating what I want to eat, con- 
forming only when I choose to con- 
form. And it pays off.” 

“Oh? How?” 

“Well, for one thing, if I'd ordered 
steak and potatoes, or a hamburger, 
you would never have spoken to me. 
As it is, we're practically old friends." 

“Well, I wouldn't exactly say that,” 
she protests. 

“Tsk, tsk! Youve conforming again. 
Why don’t we take in a show to- 
night or go park somewhere and 
neck?” 

She grins. "If you promise not to 
ent onions," 

"Never touch them when I'm plan- 
ning a seduction," you tell her. By 
this time, she's growing used to your 
doing and saying the unexpected, so 
the information that you plan to se- 
duce her is accepted along with the 
rest of your unconventionality. 

Before she has a chance to com- 
ment one way or another you leap 
into the breach with an offhand, 
"You know, you're pretty unconven- 
tional, yourself.” 

"I am?" Suddenly you're talking 
about her favorite subject — her — 








If the Unconventional 
Operator catches her 
off-balace, she won’t 
know what happened 
until the next morning . . . 


and she's surprised again. 

"Sure," you say. "The usual thing 
is for a girl to be good looking, or 
for her to try to be. But you're so 
much more than that that you could 
never be called ‘usual’. Your beauty 
is your first unconventionality.” 

“Thank you.” 

“And your courage is your second. 
Deep down inside you've always 
known yourself to be different, and 
you've always been willing to try 
something new. In fact, if I were to 
say that you're like all the rest you'd 
be insulted — and rightly so, because 
you're not like all the rest." 

"Neither are you," she says. 

“You're absolutely right. We're 
two of a kind, we're a matched pair. 
But still we're different from each 
other. 0. 

“We are?” 

"Of course! Now lets go some- 


TREE E EL 


where where it’s private and Il 
show you just how different we are.” 

“I—ah—I dont really think I 
ought to...” she falters. 

“Ah, ah!” you caution. ,“You're be- 
ing conventional again!” 

She grins. “So I am. Lets go.” 


No THE OBVIOUS beauty to this 
approach is that you begin by 
creating an atmosphere wherein any- 
thing is possible, and no pattern of 
conduct is forbidden — except the 
conventional. And as you are the one 
who's up on unconventionality, you 
are automatically the leader. You 
call the shots. Any time she does 
something you don't like, you simply 
accuse her of being conventional. 

And before the young lady has had 
a chance to think things through, 
she's been had, but royally. 

Don't let this routine bother your 













conscience one bit, though, because 
the odds are with you that she'll not 
only enjoy what happens later on, 
but she'll be running back for more, 
because the entire evening will be so 
different from her usual pattern of 
life, and so exciting to boot, that she 
won't want it to stop with just one 
evening. 

Remember one thing and you'll 
make out with satisfying regularity 
—keep it happy, keep it gay, and 
dont let your unconventional ap- 
proach include the muddy, moody 
philosophy of the “angry young men” 
who try to explain life and fight glor- 
ious causes. Your only battle ery 
should be one of impulsive fun and 
happiness, in a world which you 
share with the girls, a world wherein 
everything is possible, everything is 
good and the goal is to have more 


fun than you've ever had before. 
eee 





Em MIA — 
| MORE THAN — 
Eu ami 


ÁEp — `: 





In Hollywood, there is an area known 
“as the “Hollywood Hills” — a few 
hundred acres of uneven terrain 


populated by several thousand 


"typical" Hlollywoodians — 
among which are found a 
fair percentage of pretty 
girls. Our “Girl of the 
Goldwyn West” has some 
preity intriguing hills 

of her own, and is sure 
to be a smash success in 
this town where Talent 
is measured in Inches. 
Fortunately for the male 
half of the population, 
wide-screen techniques 
have already been developed, 


allowing developments like 


. hers to be fully appreciated. 





PS THE POOR MAN who has to pay 
for his entertainment night after 
night after night. Although he knows 
he gets exactly what he pays for, he 
never has the joy of a satisfying non- 





commercial encounter, In case you, 
dear reader, are numbered among the 
play for pay customers, lend an ear 
to a few startling facts... 

Some girls do it for fun. 

Now, we're talking about going out 
with men, of course. We're not talk- 
ing about cooking dinner or driving 
fast cars, although there are girls who 
do both quite well with no thought 
of pay. 

In case this news shocks you, 
there's something else you should 
know... 

The girls who do it for fun are so 
close to you that you can almost 
reach out and touch them. All you 
have to do is look, and ask a few 
leading questions. 

There’s the doll at the lunch coun- 
ter where you have “coffee and” 
every day. You've noticed her, of 
course, because she's nicely stacked. 
You like the way her eyes sparkle, 
the way her hair shines, the way she 
holds her shoulders well back to 
showcase those pointed charms. And 
you regret the fact that she won't do 
it for money. 

Mister, you're sick! Have you ever 
thought of trying to get it for free? 

Now, the main differences be- 
tween paying it and playing it is a 
matter of timing. With the profes- 
sional, you dicker price. If you're an 
old hand at it, you dicker some more. 
But with the amateur — and an ama- 
teur is a girl who does it because she 
loves it— you have to sneak up on 
her with the idea. You cloak your 
major purpose in a covering of inno- 
cent fun. Like a movie— although 
movies have certain disadvantages. 


BETTER ANGLE, especially during 

the summer months, is a carni- 
val, fair, amusement park, etc., be- 
cause each of these is loaded with 
rides designed specifically to help 
you attain your goal. 

No matter where you live, you're 
sure to find. such a spot not over 
forty-five minutes driving time away. 

And only about one girl in a hun- 
dred can resist the lure of the carou- 
sel, the snell of canvas and sawdust, 
the heady excitement afforded by the 
carnival. All you have to do is ask. 

Maybe you've never exchanged 
more than a few words— but go 
ahead and ask. 

"Do you like cotton candy?" you 
say. 

"Sure," she replies. "Why?" 

(Or maybe she says “No.”) 

"There's a carnival over in Jones- 
burg,” you tell her. (If she says “No” 


you agree with her, but tell her about 
the carnival anyway.) 

“I like camivals,” she says. 

You smile. “I do too — but I hate 
to go to a carnival alone. Maybe the 
two of us...” 

"| get off at seven-thirty. Would 
that be too late?" 

“We could be there in an hour, and 
then have something to eat. They 
don't start to swing until around nine, 
anyway." 

"Sounds like fun." 

"Ill pick you up, okay?" 

"Well, I'd have to change clothes." 

“Be my guest. We can drop by 
your place on the way." 

The deal is now made-—and it 
was easier than calling up a pro and 
telling her to meet you at ten. Of 
course, you're not sure if you'll score, 
but the odds are with you. Here's 
why: 


E VERY RIDE on the fairgrounds, car- 
nival lot or amusement park is 
designed to be enjoyed by two peo- 
ple. Every ride makes a point of 
throwing you as close together as is 
physically possible. Every ride 
shakes you up, stirs your blood, and 
awakens your animal instincts. 

Some of them exist for the sole 
purpose of scaring hell out of you. 
This is good — if you're on your toes 
you can turn a girl’s temporary fear 
into something a lot more profitable 
later on. 

Psychologically, the presence of 
danger on the one side and the pro- 
tective arm of her male escort on the 
other awakens a sort of racial mem- 
ory in the human female, hearkening 
back to the days when the male was 
the girl’s physical protector against 
the day-to-day terrors of primitive 
life. For a dollar or so, amusement 
operators re-create that memory. 
Long after the ride is over, her sub- 
conscious still feels that she owes 
you something for your protection. 

A step by step analysis of your 
journey through the evening might 
go like this: 

TILT-A-WHIRL: You're seated in 
a revolving bucket on a constantly 
tilting floor, with a steel bar holding 
you in. The object is to make the 
bucket revolve at  neck-snapping 
speed, which can be accomplished 
by throwing the weight of your bod- 
ies with the motion of the car. Lots 
of physical contact, opportunities for 
hand-holding, general dizzy sensa- 
tion. The important thing: you are 
there beside her. 

AIRPLANE: The "plane", another 

(Continued on next page) 





By Jules Jackson 


SOME 
DO IT 
TOR FUN 


© H RLS IT’S ALOT MORE 

FUN WHEN YOU 
START OFF WITH AN EVENING AT THE LOCAL 
FAIRGROUNDS TO SOFTEN HER UP FOR THE 
MOST WONDERFUL TIME OF HER 
LIFE---- WITH YOU, OF COURSE ! 
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bucket with wings controlled by a 
steering wheel, is fastened to the 
end of a long boom, and either 
travels a vertical or horizontal cir- 
cular path. Centrifugal force holds 
you firmly against the seat; the er- 
ratic movement caused by manipulat- 
ing the steering wheel throws you 
physically together. Put you arm 


around her at the outset and keep it 
there. ErrEcr: Without you there, 
it wouldn't be any fun at all. 
ROLLER COASTER: By now, a 
feeling of intimacy is established, so 
it’s time to brave violent death to- 
gether. Since everybody's screaming 
and doing all manner of uncivilized 


things, you have all the excuse you 
need to hold her tightly as the car 
approaches the first drop. In order to 
be heard over the clanking of the 
mechanism, you have to pull her 
close to you and shout in her ear. 
Keep her close, squeeze tightly dur- 
ing the drop, giving her a chance to 
bury her head between your neck 


The "dangers" of a good carnival can 


and shoulder. Errect: Pure primi- 
tive fear, but you're there to protect 
her. 

HOUSE OF MIRRORS: Good 
chance for extended hand-holding 
and general hilarity. You don't want 
to get separated. Errkcr: She feels 
wanted because you don't want to 


lose her. 

FUN HOUSE: This chamber of 
horrors and surprises gives you the 
opportunity you've been waiting for 
to make your point. After three or 
four shockers (the stack of barrels 
which tumbles towards you, the skel- 
eton which appears from nowhere, 
the flight of stairs which becomes a 


slippery slide, etc.) you grab her in 
your arms and kiss her soundly. 
Since everything is unexpected, this, 
too, catches her off guard, and be- 
fore she knows it she’s responding 
with enthusiasm. Errrcr: Her fright 
is turning into passion, because you're 
beside her. 


FERRIS WHEEL: This is your 
last stop, and you hurry for it before 
her ardor has a chance to cool. Once 
youre locked in the swinging seat 
and are on your way to the top, you 
pull her close and kiss her with 
meaning. Your hands, too, communi- 
čate your meaning. In the vast ma- 
jority of cases, girls respond delight- 


awaken any girl’s pri 


fully to this treatment, and you have 
ample opportunity to kindle fires of 
desire in her. The Ferris wheel pro- 
vides privacy of sorts, and a feeling 
of isolation together as you look out 
at the world from the top of the 
wheel. You're within minutes of 
scoring, but take care—a Ferris 


wheel isn’t that private! Errect: All 
that matters to her now is being 
alone with her valiant protector. 


R= HER Now to the car (your 
timing will be all fouled up if 
another couple has come along with 
you, as you will be faced with the 
problem of collecting them) and 


drive off with a girl who is ready, 
willing and able to share with you a 
greater joy than the outdoor show- 
men are able to sell for two bits a 
ticket. Emotionally, she’s riding the 
crest of a tidal wave of passion, and 
it’s up to you to take full tage 
of the situation. 


Now, where’s the advantage over 
professional talent? You spent the 
same amount of money on the carni- 
val as you would have the other way 
— perhaps a bit more — but it’s sim- 
ply a matter of initial investment. 
Next time, the only thing you'll be 
out of pocket for will be dinner and 
then you take her to your place to 





listen to records. If you were any 
good that first night, she'll be anxious 
for a repeat performance — and 
chances are she'll still be there in the 
morning to cook breakfast. 

Are you satisfied now, friend, that 
some girls do it for fun? eee 
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By Walt Liebscher 


HEY SAY THE LINE between com- 
T edy and tragedy is very thin. 
As a matter of conjecture I would say 
it is only a matter of semantics and 
relativity. 

To illustrate my point, I would 
like to quote two letters, one written 
by my favorite girlfriend. Her name 
is Pamela and at the time she wrote 
the letter she was a ripe and preco- 
cious six years of age. 

Pamela’s mother and father (I'm 
her godfather) ure very intelligent 
people. They believe in moderate 
progressive education, early sex train- 
ing, self expression, and they treat 
Pamela accordingly. They are a won- 
derfully integrated family, and I have 
spent many pleasant moments in their 
company. . 

The now famous, or infamous, let- 
ter was sent hy Pamela to her mother 
when she was vacationing in Maine. 
One day I received the following 
special delivery. 


Dear Walt: 

Before I left I addressed 
and stamped some enve- 
lopes for Pam, telling her to 
write to me when she felt 
like it. Today I received 
the enclosed letter. Please 
do not destroy it as I con- 
sider it the most diabolical 
masterpiece I've ever read. 

You know how George is. 
Except in case of dire em- 
ergency, I'm not to call or 
do anything to spoil my 
vacation. We believe in 
separate ones you know. I 
know he is taking care of 
Pam, but, before I go stark 
raving mad, please investi- 
gate quietly and let me 
know if the house is a 


When Pamela made Fudge 
in the 'Bathtube' 
all hell broke loose! 


shambles, especially the 
bathroom. In the meantime, 
I promise not to worry. 
Much! 
Love, 
Janice 


The diabolical masterpicce read as 
follows: 


Dere Mom: 

Today I made Fudge in 
the bathtube. Have a nice 
vacashun. 

Your luvvin dawter, 

Pamela 

P.S. I din't get the kichen 
durty. 


Anyone can readily see why Janice 
was disturbed. After I laughed, hard, 
for a good five minutes, I could too. 

Let us study this "masterpiece." 


This is definitely not a simple compo- 
sition. It is worthy of a Proust or a 
Wolfe. The main body is composed 
of only eleven words. But, what a 
world of meaning they convey. What 
pregnant possibilities, what joy, what 
cheer, what a place to make Fudge. 
In the bathtube! 

Now, let us delve further into this 
mystery. In the first place, just what 
is a bathtube? Semantically, one 
would guess it to be a tube in which 
one bathes. Janice and George have 
a modern house which incorporates 
some strange innovations, but I've 
never seen anything in their bath- 
room that would qualify as a bath- 
tube. 

At the risk of being lectured seri- 
ously by Pamela, for I’m sure she 
would have a perfectly rational ex- 
planation as to why it should be 





spelled that way, I honestly believe 
the word should be bathtub. Any- 
way we'll leave it as bathtub and go 
on to the next imbroglio. 

Why did she capitalize Fudge? 
Well, I thought it over for quite some 
time and put it down to the fact that 
Pamela, knowing it to be one of the 
good things in life, thought it de- 
served capitalization. Words like 
Circus, Soda Pop, Movies, and others 
of such ilk, would be in the same 
category as Fudge. Conversely, 
words like spinach, soap, bedtime, 
whipping, would be relegated to the 
realm of non-capitalization. Person- 
ally I’ve always felt the word Sex 
should be in the former category. But, 
I digress. 

Now, let us analyze the first sen- 
tence. Today/I made Fudge/in the 
bathtube. "Today", of course, con- 
veys a certain sense of immediacy, 
and is self-explanatory. "I made 
Fudge" can be freely translated to 
mean ^I made candy". 

This hrings to mind that delightful 
old fashioned custom. All sorts of 
pleasant thoughts fill one's mind; de- 
licious aromas, conviviality, together- 
ness, stomach aches. 

Progressing further we come to the 
kicker, so to speak — "in the bathtube 
(bathtub)". Since we are being 
scholarly, leave us dwell on the 
enormity of those three little words. 

With a velvet glove, our serenity 
is suddenly jolted into ahject horror, 
Concocting a delicious confection 
with a few squares of chocolate, sev- 
eral cups of sugar, a dash of butter, 
a pan, a cup of cold water for test- 
ing, a spoon; Ah! what grand cheer. 

However, substitute a bathtub for 
the pan, a barrel of water instead of 
a cup, a shovel? Then, with fear and 
trembling we are forced to contem- 
plate the ingredients, which, rela- 
tively speaking, must certainly con- 
form to the capacity of the cooking 
utensils. Pamela, being a purist, 
would certainly have it no other way. 
Looking on the bright side for a 
moment, this would, of course, rule 
out peanut butter. 

One can readily see that an ordi- 
nary batch of fudge makin’s in a bath- 
tub would be simply at large. Hence, 
we are forced to envision several 
twenty-five pound bags of sugar, a 
gross of chocolate squares, and at 
least a firkin of butter. 

Now, whetber we want to or not, 
we are forced to ruminate the actual 
mechanics of mixing the ingredients. 
Did Pamela mix with a shovel? Or 
did she trample it with her bare feet? 





We definitely cannot rule out the 
latter as I once took her on a visit to 
a winery in Napa Valley. Did she 
wear a bathing suit? 

Of course, there is also the prob- 
lem of cleanliness. Did Pamela scrub 
out the bathtub with Lysol first? Did 
she rinse well enough? Or (and we 
must not rule out the possibilities) 
were there stray scrofula or bubonic 
plague germs extant in the bathtub 
before the cooking festivities began? 
Pamela, I’m sure, was absolutely sure 
nothing as inconsequential as a germ 
would dare show its face while she 
was indulging in her orgy of culinary 
artistry. 

Finally, to cook, one must have 
heat. Did Pamela huild a fire under 
the bathtub? Impossible. They have 
a sunken tub. This left only one 
possibility. Build a fire under the 
house! 

This latter thought disturbed me 
considerably and without trying to 
analyze the rest of the letter — how 
on earth she managed not to get the 
kitchen dirty — I rushed over to in- 
vestigate the whole matter at the 
actual scene of the holocaust. 

To my utter surprise the house was 
still standing. Breathlessly, I rang 
the doorbell and George, attired in 
slippers, slacks, and a rather flam- 
boyant smoking jacket, let me in. He 
was the absolute picture of serenity. 
Cursing his lackadaisical way of liv- 
ing, I ran to the bathroom. It was 
spotless, 

Feeling like an utter ass, I went 
back to the living room aud promptly 


stated, "Boy, what a relief." 

"Been drinking beer again?" George 
asked. 

“What!” I said. Then, getting 
what he meant, I plopped myself 
down in a bit of modern chair and 
roared raucous laughter for a full ten 
minutes. 

“Tell me,” I said to George when 
my laughter subsided, “has Pamela 
made fudge lately?” 

"Well, I wouldn't put it past her," 
George answered. “They're practi- 
cally inseparahle/ since he moved in 
next door.” 

“He... moved...in... next 

. . door?” I said it slowly as a burn- 
ing question. 

*He," said George, "is a little boy 
Pam's age. His actual name is Her- 
man. Pamela detests his name. She de- 
cided to call him Fudge, and I quote 
‘because he’s so damned sweet" 

The next day I seut the following 
wire to Janice: 


RELAX. FUDGE IS LIT- 
TLE BOY WHO MOVED 
IN NEXT DOOR. PAM 
CALLS HIM THAT BE- . 
CAUSE HE IS SWEET. 


The following morning I received 
this answer: 


THANKS. SHE GETS 
MORE LIKE HER FATH- 
ER EVERY DAY, HOO- 
RAY FOR EROTIC PLAY. 


As I said, they are a very progres- 
sive family. e.o 
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O YOUVE FOUND yourself another 
S woman, is that the story? I heard 
about what happened with the last 
one — sheer stupidity on your part, 
if you don't mind my saying so. Did 
1 hear you say something about 
"never again?" 

But this one is different, you say? 

Sure she is. Look, friend — I like 
you. You're like a brother, and I hate 
to sce you get burned. That's what'll 
happen if you continue playing with 
fire. But you're also like a moth, and 
Woman is the flame which draws you 
constantly towards your destruction. 
First thing you know you're flying in 
circles, ever nearer, and then poof! 
— there you went. 

Let me tell you a thing or two, 
words of wisdom born of long ex- 
perience in this game, and then if 
vou wish you can go your suicidal 
way. I doubt if it'll do a hell of a lot 
of good, hut I'll tell you anyway. 

Let me tell you about love . 





ove 1s Tue delusion that one wom- 
T3 an differs from another. Believe 
me, if there is any difference, it’s a 
mutter of degree, not of kind. 

Love is rationalized lust — a psycho- 
bio-chemical reaction with a lot of 
stickv tradition to back it up. 

Love is a disease of the heart; its 
symptoms show up as poor eyesight, 
poor judgment and a general lack of 
interest in everything but the "love 
object" In your case, that broad 
you're flipping over today. 

Love is auything you think it is at 
the time. 

Love is probably the most beautiful 
thing in the world. You should let 
it happen to you with satisfying reg- 
ularity. 











OMEN ARE USUALLY à hell of a 

lot of fun to have around, my 
friend, as long as you're careful never 
to take them seriously. Women were 
never intended to be taken too ser- 
iously — even women of high intelli- 
gence. This one fact, believe me, can 
be your Key to Happiness. That, 
coupled with a realization that it is 
Woman herself, that ethereal crea- 
ture of a thousand delights and a 
thousand faces, whom you are in love 
with — be her name Aphrodite, Di- 
inu, Venus or Penelope. The poiut 
is, she is seldom any one woman, but 
often a distillation of the best of sev- 
eral women. And in order to keep a 
workable turn-over in effect, you 
have to plan ahead. Your plans for 
seduction should invariably include 
loopholes for dissolving the relation- 


ship whenever it proves mutually un- 
profitable. 

Now, if you'te a man who has been 
brought up on the standard pap of 
the moralists and the mass circulation 
magazines, you may think that inten- 
tionally disillusioning the little sweet- 
hearts is a dastardly thing for a man 
to do, Nevertheless, it must be done 
if you are going to reap the rewards 
of The Good Life, which consists of 
having a variety of beautiful women 
passionately in love with you for at 
least as long as it takes you tó be- 
come bored with them. It’s easy to 
become bored with any individual 
woman — but impossible to become 
bored with Woman. 

In short, love 'em and leave 'em — 
and let them go on to a more satis- 
fying alliance with someone new. 
Women get bored, too, you know. 

Such a preachment goes against the 
grain of those who insist that the 
Family is everything and must be 
preserved at all costs, Many sociolo- 
gists, however, contend that the 
Family is an outmoded and unneces- 
sary social structure in a mechanized, 
unionized and automotive culture, 
Families were fine and necessary 
things back in the days of the stage- 
coach and the pony express, when life 
was essentially agricultural — but to- 
day they're about as necessary as 
spigots on a boar. 

In the modern context, religious 
and moral responsibility is meaning- 
less. Many socialogists also feel that 
monogamous marriage, the one-man- 
one-woman-till-death-do-us-part bit, is 
one of the most impractical relation- 
ships you could come up with for 
modern society. 

Unforunately for the man who 
agrees and would like to pattern his 
life along more polygamous lines, the 
law generally lags about fifty years 
behind what is needed at any given 
moment in history, so it’s illegal for 
you to marry three or four women 
at a time. 

But it’s not nearly as illegal for 
you to consort with three or four 
women fo whom you're not married 
at one time. 

If you prefer, you can finish with 
one before ‘casting about for another, 
but that leaves a gap in several areas 
of your life— a gap which could be 
filled if you were to keep at least two 
hroads in your stable at all times. 

There is nothing quite as unhappy 
as a woman who discovers that the 
man she's living with has fallen out 
of love — especially if they ve made 

(Continued on next page) 
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the marriage scene. Tle real trouble 
is that she, being a foolish, romantic 
woman, has expected the magic to 
last a lifetime. You, being a callous, 
cold-blooded’ male, probably realized 
at the outset that in time. you'd be- 
come bored with her and want to get 
rid of her. 

Your mistake was in not warning 
her of this possibility in advance, 
wasn't it? Come on, now — own up 


to it. Or maybe you sincerely be- 
lieved the till-death-do-us-part hog- 
wash yourself, 

Anyway, you know better now. 
Let’s get back to the new broad who 
just came onto your horizon. She's 
exciting, witty, pleasant, charming, 
provocative, sexy —plus most of the 
other qualities you find irresistible in 
a woman, If you're lucky, you can 
convince her that youre everything 


L 
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Women love to fall in love — it makes them feel 
more feminine. The wise man protects himself by 
showing signs of boredom early in the game. 


she’s been looking for in a man. In 
fact, thats the way it seems to be 
working out. 

And you're slowly going blind! 

Before it’s too late, let’s pause and 
examine the situation. I realize that 
you're convinced that this time it's for 
real. 

Poppycock! It was every bit as 
real last time, and you know it. The 
same thing is happening all over 
again. The same glow, the same feel- 
ing that she's perfect and she's all 
you ever needed to make your life 
complete. 

For just one minute, friend, come 
down off that cloud and look at your- 
self. Know thyself. To thine own 
heart be true. Etc. Take a good, 
long look and find out what sort of 
a guy you really are — and tell her. 

That's right, clue her in. Tell her 
that you tend to bore easily, and that 
the things you think today are won- 
derful about her, you may consider 
tomorrow to be not quite up to snuff. 
Tell her you don’t dare make long- 
term promises that you might not be 
able to keep. Tell her that youre 
willing to make a try at the sort of 
relationship she’s after, but you won't 
guarantee a thing! 

She’s so impressed with this mas- 
sive dose of honesty that (if your pre- 
liminary footwork has been effective) 
she’s now convinced that it’s entirely 
up to her to make the relationship 

















work out. She'll knock herself out 
to prove to you that she’s different 
than all of those other broads you 
hinted at — the ones who bored you 
to tears after the first few months. 

Shell come on strong with the 
domestic bit, and probably suggest 
that the two of you share a pad for 
a while to see how you make out. 
She’s afraid to scare you off by strong 
hints of marriage. Now, here’s where 
those definitions of love come in— 
the minute you start believing that 
she is different from the rest, brother, 
you're hooked. 

Remember this: carry it with you 


next to your heart: even if you have 
had no symptoms of boredom, start 
showing a few from time to time. 
Remind her gently that you still tend 
to bore easily. A little thought will 
give vou a dozen tactful ways to get 
the idea across. 

Then watch her redouble her ef- 
forts to straighten up. 

The beauty of this little ploy is that 
you have warned her in advance, 
and you have refused to guarantee a 
thing. As long as it interests you, be 
sure to be worth her hanging on to 
— but the minute she really bores you, 
you've got an out ready-made. 































When she thinks her man is bored with her, she works doubly hard to please him. 


Now that you've found yourself 
another woman, friend, don't make 
the mistake of believing your own 
standard line— that she is it. Pre- 
pare yourself to find still another — 
and another — and another ~ad in- 
finitum. 

Because you're not actually in love 
with this particular woman, but with 
Woman herself, as she reveals her- 
self to you in her many guises. The 
difference is only a matter of degree, 
not of kind. As long as you remem- 
ber this, youll have the grandest love 
affair of your life — and you'll hardly 
ever be bored at all! eee 





She'll even cavort au naturel 
in the woods, trying to learn 
from Mother Nature the se- 
34 crets of how to keep a man.. 
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NCE UPON Á LONG AGO (it was last 
O week), there lived a charming 
young man named Fredrik Phillpott. 
All of his female relatives thought he 
was charming, his high school teach- 
ers were convinced he was a little 
dol, and he was making a better- 
thuraverage impression now on the 
mail gil at the office where he 
worked. 

The mail girl, incidentally, was 
about as female a girl as one could 
wish for, She packed an excitingly 
firm 38-C, a pleasantly supple 22 
and a gratifyingly flaring 36 into her 
even five feet of fabulous femininity 
— topping the entire curvalinear con- 
fection with as sweetly sexy a face as 
anyone in the office had ever seen. 

Her name was Millicent Malone. 

Fredrik Phillpot was impressed, 
enraptured, enchanted, hypnotized 
and overwhelmed, which put him in 
the same reaction class with e 
other male within a two-mile radius. 

Like every other male, he decided 
that this would be very nice stuff to 
come home to—but unlike ninety 
percent of his “competition,” he was 
convinced that he could make the 
dream a reality if he applied the 
proper pressures at the proper time. 
What he was after, or course, was 
improper results, 

Fred had learned long ago that 
the more beautiful the girl, the more 
numerous is that segment of her ad- 
mirers which gives up after the first 
encounter, so he had made it a 
principle to go after the most beauti- 
ful girl first 

More “practical” males invariably 
assume that she’s dated up for six 
months in advance and don’t even 
try 

He was not unaware, of course, of 
his own considerable charm. Thus 
begins the saga of Fredrik Phillpott 
and Millicent Malone 

The outcome of said saga would be 
a foregone conclusion if it hadn't 
heen for another denizen of the desks, 
one Willie Wentworth, who had 
never dated a girl in his entire life. 
Willie, it seems, had just bought an 
under-the-counter pamphlet entitled 
How To MAKE a Woman, and was 
staying up late every night studying. 

A word about Willie before we re- 
turn to Fredrik and Millicent: Willie 
Wentworth was, among other things, 
a virgin. This condition, among males, 
is not usually a serious affliction, and 
certainly should seldom be allowed to 
influence the development of a story, 
but when coupled with Willie’s pro- 
ficiency for scientific endeavor (he 
had constructed his first radio set at 











age four) it becomes suddenly sig- 
nificant. 

Anyway, our Fredrik, who had al- 
ready acquired something of a Flynn- 
like reputation, set his sights upon 
Millicent Malone. His first step was 
to notice her, voeally. 

She delivered mail to his desk, so 
this was easily accomplished, “Well,” 
he said one day, “that is a beautiful 
outfit you're wearing." Š 

"Its nothing," Millicent replied. 
“Tve had it for years, But thank you 
anyway.” 

“My pleasure. I've been watching 
you, Miss Malone, and I've come to 
a staggering conclusion.” 

“Yes?” 

“On you, anything would look 
fabulous.” 

"Why, thank you, Mr. Phillpott." 

"Fred." 

"Millie," she responded, smiling 
warnly. 

“II bet you look even better in a 
mink stole,” he ventured. 

Her smile acquired a gleam of ava- 
rice, "I don't think I've ever worn a 
mink stole," she breathed. 

"I just happen to have one at my 
apartment, he informed her. “I 
bought it for someone else, but for- 
tunately we changed our minds at the 
last minute. You know how things 
like that go.” 

“I can imagine.” 

“Maybe you'd like to try it on this 
ing?” 
That's an idea, Freddie.” 

“Shall I pick you up at seven — 
we'll have dinner, maybe see a show.” 

“fd like that very much.” 

Exp oF Act One. Fred reflected to 
himself that that mink stole was the 
best $900 investment he'd ever made 

in the two years that he'd had it 
no less than twenty beautiful girls 
had tried their best to earn it. Fred- 
rik Phillpott, unfortunately, was a 
man who bored easily, so none of 
them really qualified — but it was al- 
ways good for two of three weeks of 
a girls devoted efforts. 







Ir 1s Now TIME to look in upon 
Willie Wentworth, who, when last 
seen, was studying a pamphlet called 
How to Make A Woman. Willie is 
still at it, but now he is casting in- 
creasingly frequent glances at Millie 
as she makes her rounds with the 
mail. 

Millie notices this, of course, but 
she doesn’t say anything. Several 
times he tries to speak to her, but 
each, time his courage falters and he 
remains silent. 

(Continued on next page) 








GAIN THE SCENE SHIFTS: Fredrik 
A Phillpott and Magnificent Milli- 
cent were entering Freddy's apart- 
meut after a night on the tawn. 
Millie’s eyes glowed with anticipation 
as Fred strode toward the closet and 
extracted his $900 mink. 

“Try it on,” he said. 
“Gee!” she breathed, slipping it 
abont lier shoulders. 





“I bave a full length mirror in the 


bedroom,” he suggested quietly. 

Millicent stroked the fur and fol- 
lowed him further into the apartment. 
The mink, reflected in the full-length 
mirror, looked like a million bucks. 

“T'll bet it would look even better,” 
Freddy purred, “if all you were wear- 
ing was the mink,” 

"What time is it?" Millie asked 
quickly. 

"Uh — eleven-thirty. Why?" 











“My gosh! I promised the folks I'd 
be home in fifteen minutes. Do you 
think we can make it?” 

"Can't you call them and say you 
will be late?” 

“I could, Freddy darling, but they 
would never let me go out with you 
again, But if you get me home on 
time you can gain their confidence — 
and then later — uh — you know,” she 
giggled. 

Fred sighed. “Okay. It'll be a 
tight squeeze, but I think I can get 
you home on time. Let’s put the fur 
away.” 

Fifteen minutes later, Freddy de- 
posited a breathless Millicent on her 
doorstep. Quickly, she planted a brief 
peck on his cheek and slipped inside 
the door. “See you tomorrow, dar- 
ling,” she breathed. 

Fredrik Phillpott drove slowly 
home, took out the mink and thought- 
fully stroked the fur. Tomorrow night 
for e, he promised himself, and 
then realized that they had been in 
so much of a hurry that he'd forgot- 
ten to ask for a date. 





T NENT pay at the office, he was 
in conference when Millie deliv- 
ered the morning mail, so he didn’t 
get a chance to ask her until mid- 
afternoon, 

“Ym sorry, Freddy,” she apologized, 
but f've already got a date for to- 
night. Next Wednesday’s open, 
though.” 

“Wednesday it will be, then,” he 
agreed, quietly fuming at whoever 
had beaten him to the punch. 

The balance of the week dragged 
for Fredrik Phillpott; his only conso- 
lation lay in knowing that the mink 
bit was a sure-fire odds-on winner. 
The slight interruption in his plan 
could be ignored. 

In the meantime, unknown to 
Freddy, Willie Wentworth was mak- 
ing great strides, having mastered the 
theory involved in How To MAKE A 
Woman, and concentrating now on 
the actual practice. 


Ma Marone showed up at 
work on that fateful Wednes- 
day morning with her throat wrapped 
in a scarf. As she delivered Fred- 
rik's mail, she pointed at her throat 
aud handed him a note. It read: 


Dearest Freddy — 

I have a bad case of laryngitis, 
but I don't want to call off our 
date tonight. Suppose I meet 
you at your apartment at about 
eight — that'll give you time to 
have dinner (all I can eat is 


juices, anyway) — and then if 
you tum the thermostat up we 
can see what that stole looks 
like . . . okay? 

Millie 


Freddy licked his lips in anticipa- 
“tion, giving her a broad wink as she 
passed by. "Thats what he liked — 
a girl who knows the score and is 
willing to play ball. 

Accordingly, he had dinner alone 
that night, and got home at 7:45 to 
wait for Millicent. But when he 
opened the door, he found to his de- 
light that she was already there, sit- 
ting patiently in a chair. 

"How did you get in?" he asked. 

Millie pointed at her throat and 
made a face. 

"Oh," he said. "I suppose you 
talked to the janitor?" 

She nodded enthusiastically. 

"Is it warm enough in here for 
vou?" 

Again, the nod. 

"Good. TH get the coat and let's 
go back in the bedroom, 

Once in the bedroom he placed the 
coat tenderly on the bed and turned 
to the girl. “Well, Millie, let’s take 
ott the clothes and see how you look.” 

Millie made no effort to remove 
her clothes; instead, she stood in front 
of hin with a secret smile on her 
face and her arms slightly out from 
her body. Her entire pose was an 
invitation. 

Fredrik Phillpott fairly drooled as 
he got the message. Slowly, he ap- 
proached her, reached out and 
touched her. Sensing no resistance, 
he started unbuttoning her blouse. 

Millicent only smiled. 

In a few moments her blouse, skirt, 
slip and shoes were in a neat pile off 
to onc side. Her smile remained un- 
disturbed. In a flash the answer oc- 
curred to him: She's self-conscious 
about doing it herself, but it's okay 
as long as it’s done to her. He rubbed 
his hands in anticipation, then un- 
fastened the frothy lace bra which 
held her twin treasures in check. It, 
too, joined the pile of clothing, 

Freddy could hardly contain him- 
self as he viewed those magnificent 
mounds which rose and fell with her 
quiet breathing. With trembling 
hands he rolled her nylons down and 
off, then removed her black lace 
pauties and garter belt. 

"You're beautiful!” he breathed. 

Millicent’s eyes smiled at him while 
she shrugged her shoulders slowly 
and sensuously. With something close 
to reverence, he placed the mink 

stole about her perfect shoulders. As 





he anticipated, it heightened her 
nudity. 

"Do you like it?" 

She nodded, regarding her reflec- 
tion. 





, zzzuk," she claborated, her 
body vibrating like a suddenly acti- 
vated tuning fork. Ireddy stared in 
fascination at the twin mounds of 





jello which oscillated slightly out of 
phase. 

In a moment she was quiet again, 
still smiling, 

Freddy stepped forward and gath- 
ered her warm Hesh into his embrace, 
His lips met hers, his hands explored 
an acre or so of delightful femininity, 
and she said, “Click!” 

“My darling,” he purred into her 

(Continued on next page) 





shell-like ear. “That coat can be 
yours, if you qualify.” 

And he pushed her gently down 
on the bed. 

At that moment the telephone 
rang. “Damn!” But he answered it. 
“Freddy?” a familiar voice said at 
the other end. 

“Yes. Who is itP” 

"It's me— Millie. How does the 
mink look?" 

Fred gulped and flashed a quick 
glance at the nude girl who lay 
quietly on the bed. “But you're 
here!” he protested. 

“No,” she corrected sweetly, “that’s 
an exact duplicate of me that Willie 
Wentworth made in his basement 
workshop.” 

“An — exact — duplicate?” Freddy 
gasped, 

“To the tiniest detail. Thats 
where I’ve been these last few nights 
— Willie was measuring me." 

“Willie Wentworth? That little 
schuook who works in our office?” 

“The same. He had to measure me 
before he could make me, darling. 
And he’s not a schnook. Were be- 
ing married next week.” 

“I —I didn’t even know you knew 
him.” 

“Well, he’s not very talkative. But 
he wrote me a letter, and told me he 
thonght I was the ideal woman and 
he'd like to make a duplicate of me. 
It was very flattering, so I said okay.” 

Freddy looked longingly at the life- 
like robot sprawled naked on his 
bed, and gulped. 

"And you know what?" Millie con- 
tinued. "He had never even had a 
date with a girl before. And I've 
never gone out with anything but an 
experienced man. I guess the ex- 
perienced ones were the only fellows 
who thought they had a chance with 
me, Anyway, Willie made the dupli- 
cate of me, and I’m going to marry 
Willie next week.” 

Fred was speechless, staring first 
at the phone and then at the robot. 

“But if you want to—as sort of a 
consolation prize, darling — you can 
make the duplicate now." 

The line was dead. Fredrik Phill- 
pott, freelance philanderer, walked 
slowly over to the bed. He looked 
down at the invitingly life-like plastic 
reproduction of Millicent for several 
minutes. The robot smiled up at him 
and nodded. 

Freddy gently removed the mink 
stole from her shoulders, buried his 
face in the fur and wept. eee 
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She's a sizzling 
sparkling, moon. 
splashed woman... 

a combustible contra- 
dietion, glinting with 
the forbidding depths 
of a frozen pond... 
faint fingers of 
moonbeams dance across 
her shimmering surface 
and dart quickly away, 
chilled by a hint... 


ea 
smolders, shooting 
out spirals of steam, 


to lure her prey with 
à promise of 


exquisite, 
electrifying 
warmth. 
Flowing through 
the. ice is a 
molten 
volcano, 
ready to 
explode 

and leap 

into 

searing 

m 
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... that’s too hot 
not to cool down. 
By the light of a 


new dawn, golden 


sunlight works 


its own warmth, 
melting the 
forbidding ice, 
revealing a soft, 
sensuous kitten 
with velvet claws 
and a contented 
purr, basking on 
the window ledge, 
watchful and 


waiting. Even a 
sun-heated kitten 
exudes an aura 





of moody mystery 


What does a kitten dream about? The glories of the star-strewn, ebony 
evening, when with one languid stretch and a yawn, the night lights and 
moonglow signal the magic transformation into a creature of fire and ice! 








R EW RIT E (continued from page 5 ) 


ing at her. He thought he felt her 
eyes on the back of his neck as he 
stalked out without a word. 

Fred had a late breakfast and 
drove to the beach, his favorite think- 
ing-ground. He had a lot to think 
about. Beautiful girls bursting into 
hfs apartment were not the standard 
interruptions of his life . . . especially 
while he was sitting nude at his desk 
plotting a literary attack on sex. It 
was almost as if some capricious 
Providence had planned it that way. 


H? HAD KNOWN WHEN he began 
this novel that he was lacking in 
affairs of love. He had never had the 
time. At school, he studied, foregoing 
the usual sexual pranks of the typical 
college student. His first novel was 
a historical piece that sold immedi- 
ately. Three others followed; all 
were fairly successful despite their 
lack of that portion of life which his 
publisher so lamented in the present 
manuscript. 

Fred Kearns, however, seemed to 
be born for research. 

Before submission of this novel, he 
had conducted more research on the 
sex life of the average human than 
on any other phase of the story. He 
had perused Kinsey, Freud, and Boc- 
caccio. He had forgone his virginity, 
throwing naivete to the wind, by 
presenting himself for full treatment 
by the women who labored at houses 
of entertainment. They had all won- 
dered at his intellectual approach to 
sex, but as long as he paid them 
their fee, they were happy to accom- 
modate his literary desires. 

Now, more research was needed 
on this man-woman relationship. He 
had to return, as much as he was 
tiring of it, to the houses and the call 
girls. He had to achieve the ‘mood 
of sex’ that his publisher required. 

He would go to Rosie’s after din- 
ner and take one of the girls. Prob- 
ably Anna. Anna understood his re- 
search, Maybe she could help him 
see where he had missed the track. 


H SAT IN THE reception room 
waiting for Anna. She had a 
customcr. Sally’s eyes were burning 
into the back of his neck again. What 
was this undercurrent that kept pull- 
ing her back into his mind? The 
muscles of his body tensed as he re- 
membered the tight-fitting toreadors. 
He concentrated on his muscles and 
relaxed them . . . all but one. 

“Hi, honey.” One of the working 
girls sat beside him and placed her 
hand on his leg. He looked at her 


closely. Her hair was long; Sally's 
was cropped short like a Vogue 
model. Her hair was bleached and 
uncombed; Sally's was jet-black and 
ncat. Damn it, why the comparison? 

The girl slipped her kimona to one 
side, partially exposing a breast 
which hung like a small skin bag. 
The veins in it stood out like light 
blue spaghetti. She leaned toward 
him so that the breast brushed against 
his arm. All of his muscles were limp 
now. He stood up. 

“J just remembered. I gotta go,” 
he lied. He didn’t even want to see 
Anna now. 

Outside, the air was cool. It clear- 
ed his mind. I wonder if Sally likes 
to walk in the cool evenings? Damn 
her for an interruption! He tried to 
think about the manuscript. The 
marquee of a movie glimmered at 
him. A picture he had not seen. A 
tranquilizer of moving light. He 
turned into the theatre. 


LE was LATE when he returned to 
the apartment building. On the 
landing he met Mrs. Goldfarb coming 
down. 

*Oh, Mr. Kearns, I'm so sorry but 
I didn't make up your room today. 
A sister uptown I am having who is 
very sick." 

"That's okay, Mrs. Goldfarb. To- 
morrow will be fine." 

Odd, he mused, as he moved up 
the stairs. What, then, had Sally 
been doing? Curiosity quickened his 
steps to the apartment. The door was 


slightly ajar. He slipped into the 
apartment, closing the door behind 
him. Sally stood in a pool of light at 
the desk, her back to him, placing the 
manuscript back beside the type- 
writer. She turned off the desk lamp, 
plunging the room into darkness. 
Fred grinned as he heard her moving 
toward the door. Then his arms en- 
circled her body and she sucked in 
her breath in fright. 

“Who? I... Mr. Kearns?” the 
words came out in short, fearful 
gasps. Fred reached behind him and 
flipped the wall switch. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Kearns,” she stam- 
mered, “I was cleaning and . . . and 
I started to glance through your 
novel. I didn’t mcan to be so nosey 
but it was so interesting . . . and . . . 
I thought I could read it and return 
it before you got home.” 

“Sally,” Fred intoned as master- 
fully as he could, “Mrs. Goldfarb told 
me she would clean tomorrow.” 

“I said I was sorry,” she pouted at 
his discovery of her subterfuge. “And 
I thought, from what Mrs. Goldfarb 
told me that you were gentleman 
cnough to forgive me.” She sat in his 
easy chair and tucked her feet under 
her body. It strained the fabric 
around her young, rounded hips. 

"Now, look here . . ." he started. 

"Why were all those blue pencil 
marks on... ah... certain para- 
graphs?” She asked the question in- 
nocently enough, but a sparkle in 
her eyes became a sensuous gleam. 

"Thats not exactly the type ma- 

(continued on page 87 ) 








“Naw, Gladys, why would | be out drinking and chasing girls, 
when I've gat a beautiful doll like you waiting for me at home?" 
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W. all know what a 
form-fitting sweater 
can do for an 
eye-filling sweetheart, 
but have you ever 
wondered what effect 
a sexy siren can 

have on a so-so 
sweater? If so, then 
feast your famished 
eyes on //s full- 


figured female . . . 
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INSPIRATION VS. SINSPIRATION 


w BEEN IN THIS Writing game for 
more years than I care to remem- 
ber, and have rubbed elbows with 
some of the top talents in the field, in 
hopes that some of it would rub off. 
Inevitably, whenever writers get to- 
gether — particularly selling writers 
—the conversation degenerates into 
& gripe session. 

Ray Bradbury, oue of the most suc- 

cessful authors extant, told me at one 
of these informal conclaves that his 
biggest gripe about writing is not the 
amount of work involved, but the 
reaction. of those of his readers he 
happens to come in contact with. Be- 
cause they always ask him, "Where 
do you get all of those fantastic 
ideas? 
This is a hard question for most writ- 
ers to answer. It’s even harder if you 
try to give an honest answer, be- 
cause most of us are concentrating on 
something else when an idea comes 
along: namely, what to do with it. 
Where it came from is of no impor- 
tance whatsoever. Mr. Bradbury has 
given up trying to answer that most 
annoying question. 

Others, born wits, have answered 
it with bon mots like: 


i ... 01, ‘How to be an Author 
[277 TEM TII 
Typewriter.’ Of course, you'll 
need a luscious doll for 
your inspiration ... 


“I steal them.” 

“T read a lot.” 

“I have a spirit guide named Kimo- 
sabe Rosenstein who whispers the 
plots in my left ear.” 

“My wife hus nightmares and she 
tells me about them at breakfast.” 

"Shhhh! They're all lies." ' 

The fact of the matter is that all 
writers are at least slightly nuts, and 
fifty percent of the time what actually 
happens is that complete plot ideas 
suddenly appear, hanging suspended 
in words of fire about sixteen inches 
above their typewriters. Then, in- 
stead of writing, they simply copy 
what's before them. 

Less fortunate writers have to do 
research. I am happy to report that 
I am one of the less fortunate, be- 
cause I enjoy doing research. 

Of cowse, I write mainly about 
beautiful women . . . And there are 
enough varieties of beautiful women 
to keep a writer supplied for a life- 
time. 

Women, I have learned, some- 
times resent being referred to as “re- 
search.” A few years back, I was 
asked to furnish some biographical 
data for one of the men's magazines 





I was selling to, and wrote something 
to the effect of: “Mr. O’Corcoran di- 
vides his time about equally between 
writing and research. When he fin- 
ishes his current research project 
(she's 52", 34-22-34) he plans to 
take his typewriter to Europe." 

Actually, I had just met the doll 
whose statistics I made so fast and 
loose with in the biog, and four 
months later when the item saw 
print, my little research project had 
turned into a lifetime avocation — I 
had married the doll. She, then still 
impressed by being the wife of a real 
live author, opened the mail when 
the publisher sent me my compli- 
mentary copy. 

By the time the smoke had clear- 
ed I was back at my typewriter again, 
doing a witty piece on WHy Mar- 
ntaces Don’r Last. 

And to cool her off, I wound up 
sending her to Europe. 

Women, as you can readily see, 
furnish a wealth of inspiration to the 
writer. This is nothing new — they've 
been doing it for centuries. 

And they seem to enjoy it — being 
an inspiration to creativity, that is. 

It occurs to me that for the non- 


writer, women can also be an inspira- 
tion. I'm not talking about other 
creative people, either — although the 
firm swell of a gently rounded breast 
has inspired everyone from Rafael to 
Gershwin. No, let's consider what a 
non-creative male can do when con- 
fronted with an inspirational broad. 
* Remember, first, that this type of 
doll is at her best when she's being 
inspiring. It's her way of life, almost. 
If she has an artist of some sort for 
whom she can furnish inspiration, she 
unfolds like a beautiful fower and 
urges him to taste all of her loveli- 
ness in his search for truth, She feels 
curiously unfulfilled if he is only a 
garage mechanic. 

More and more men are discover- 
ing this, which probably explains why 
there are so many Viceroy smokers. 
Aud they're developing part-time 
hobbies in order to give their women 
something to inspire, 

But the most inspirational of all is 
the woman who can do her part for 
the full-time writer, artist, poet, ac- 
tor, etc. Now, if you don’t happen 
to be a full-time etc, don't despair. 
Being oue of these odd creatures 
takes too much time away from the 
finer things in life (like women) 
anyway if you're really serious about 
it. 

It is much better just to look like 
a full-time writer, artist, poet or actor, 
In a minute I'll explain why. 

One of the characteristics of the 
dedicated artist in any field is that he 
is wholeheartedly devoted to his art. 
This means that the women in his life 
have to compete with his typewriter, 
easel, cainera, notebooks or copy of 
Stanislavski. And when women are 
competing, they go out of their way 
to be attractive, understanding, swect, 
gentle, kind, considerate, passionate, 
and so on into the night. 

Secondly, creating takes time — so 
she knows that vou can only spend 
a limited number of hours per week 
with her. She learns to catch you as 
she can, and incidentally to love it. 

Now heres where the advantage 
is in just looking like but not actually 
being what she thinks you are: with 
nothing to occupy the hours when 
she thinks you're creating, you have 
plenty of time left over to cultivate 
additional beautiful women, each of 
whom will want to be your inspira- 
tion 

The most workable pose is to pre- 
tend you're a novelist, writing a truly 
significant, bold, sexy, deeply moving 
story of people in turmoil. As an art- 
ist, you can refuse to show even one 

{Continued on next page) 
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Most women enjoy the challenge of be 


to creativity — it makes them feel as if they’re really needed. 


tion 


Ing an inspira 




































page of it to anybody before it’s done, 
and of course you cannot divulge the 
plot. “Talking about a story robs the 
finished work of its essential fresh- 
ness,” you tell them, “and you don’t 
want it read like warmed-over mash- 
ed potatoes, do you?” 

-If they insist on seeing some of the 
stuff you've done before, take a trip 
to the uearest well-stocked newsstand 
and ask for the sexiest paperback 
novels they have. There are about a 
dozen publishers who are constantly 
flirting with the law in this respect, 
and nobody in the world has ever 
heard of any of the authors. The 
reason for this is that not many au- 
thors want their true names on this 
kind of material. Buy a goodly selec- 
tion of them, pick the two or three 
that you consider the best, and pre- 
sent them to the young ladies you're 
adding to your stable. Don’t worry if 
they're shocked — you want to shock 
them. 

Tell the girls that you wrote these 
under different names as you didn't 
want to risk waking up in the pokey, 
and that you did it for money and 
experience. "That was when I was 
first learning to write," you tell them. 
"I was hungry. But I learned enough 
from those three novels so I felt I 





Every girl knows that 
her møst essential + 


5 tober, 


her man — 
so let” 


was ready to do something truly sig- 
nificant, which, of course, I'll have 
published under my own name. With 
you beside me for inspiration and un- 
derstanding, I think I can do it.” 

Handing her a fistful of sex novels 
which you claim to have written ac- 
complishes two things: 

(1) She’s convinced that you are 
a writer. 

(2) When she reads them she'll 
be convinced that you know whereof 
you speak — but that maybe she can 
help you to know it even better. 
These novels are usually shallow hack 
jobs, with two or three hot bedroom 
scenes and enough padding in be- 
tween to annoy the reader, and they 
seldom plumb the depths of a wom- 
an’s true feelings and reactions. There- 
fore, she feels that you might profit 
from a little more experierice — with 
her. 

Of course, the thought occurs to 
her that there was someone else be- 
fore who may have inspired some of 
the spicier passages, but don't let it 
worry you. If she asks (and she will, 
believe me), simply tell her that that 
is all water under the bridge, part of 
the past, and it's your mutual future 
youre concerned with now. Refuse 
to talk about your past sources of in- 
spiration — it will increase your sta- 






ture in her worshipping eyes. 

It takes a minimum of six months 
to write a fairly good novel, so you 
have almost that long to dally with 
the fair young maid before she'll start 
demanding to see your work. Now, 
since the course of true love never 
runs smoothly, and this wasn’t true 
love to start with, you can begin the 
gentle process of ditching the ‘doll. 
You're probably getting tired of her 
anyway. 

The best way to ditch an inspira- 
tional broad is to introduce her to 
another “artist” who needs her more 
than you do. Then start becoming 
curt with her, short-tempered, incon- 
siderate, embarass her in public, etc., 
and she'll ditch you to join the other 
man’s stable. 

After you have developed your 
technique at this sort of thing, it 
might profit you to make arrange- 
ments with other pseudo-novelists 
and set up a system for trading off 
used mistresses. 

This would keep the dolls happy 
as it keeps them active in performing 
their essential function, that of in- 
spiration. And it will keep you sup- 
plied with a steady stream of resource 
material. 

Who knows? — you might eventu- 
ally wind up writing a novell € e e 
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“hh «c 
A Y ears ago.“ recalled a famous cor- 


respondent, “I knew a Sultan who 
had one hundred wives and concu- 
bines. Each evening his runner 
would bring him six of them, in ro- 
tation. As one girl left by a back 
door, the runner would bring another 
in through the front door,“ 

"Whew!" commented a listener. 
"That Sultan must have died young, 
eh?" 

“No,“ the newsman smiled, “he 
lived to be eighty-seven. But the 
runner died at thirty-two." Then he 
added, "The moral to this story is 
that it isn't the loving that kills you, 
but the running after," 


a o 2 


Asked to give the difference between 

“Like* and “Love,“ Mary replied: 

“If I like ‘em I let ‘em but if I love 

‘em I help ‘em!” 
s 


o 9 


JEST FOR TONIGHT 


It happened in London to a customer 
who had just asked a nicely stacked 
waitress what looked good today. 
“Rutabagas, roast, rice, rhubarb 
and ravioli,“ she replied. 
“Baby, you sure do roll your r's.“ 
“Yeah, it's prolly because of these 
high heels I'm wearing.” 


2 ° * 


The biology professor was conclud- 
ing his lecture on the spawning hab- 
its of fish. "In short he summed- 
up, "the female deposits her eggs 
and then the male comes along and 
fertilizes them." 


A pretty coed held up her hand. 
“You mean that they don't ever — I 
mean, before that they —" 


"That's right, they don't," the prof 
responded. Which doubtless explains 
the expression, ‘Poor fish‘! 

o o o 


“One thing abaut these little sparts cars, yau dan’t have 
enaugh raam to get fresh every time we stop and park.” 









Harry, the authority on women, con- 


fided to George that one of the 


major secrets of sex-cess was, "Never 
trust a woman with brown eyes." 

George, who had been married 
for three years, reflected on this, and 
announced, "You know, I don't know 
what color eyes my wife has!" With- 
out another word, he dashed home to 
check. His wife was in bed asleep. 
Cautiously, he lifted her eyelid. 

"Brown, by Jove!" he exclaimed. 

Brown stepped out from the closet 
with a puzzled look. “How the devil 
did you know it was me?“ 


e a ° 


The dignified gentleman at the bar 
was becoming increasingly annoyed 
at the lush alongside. 

“Thash a beeootiful tie clip ya 
got, buddy, observed the bum. 
“Where sha get it?“ 

The man replied icily, “From my 
fairy godmother.” 

“Yer what?” 

“My fairy godmother!” he repeat- 
ed. "Don't you have a fairy god- 
mother?“ 

The drunk looked at him for a 
moment, thinking. "Nope!" he said 
at last. "But I got a cousin we're 
not so sure of!" 


° 2 e 


“You know,“ said Sally to her girl- 
friend, “now that I think of it I be- 
lieve Id rather be a young mans 
slave than an old man's mistress." 
"Oh? Why?" 
“I just cant stand the thought of 
feeling old age creeping up on me!” 


2 s * 


The young doctor was out with his 
wife at a fashionable restaurant when 
a pretty girl smiled at him and stop- 
ped by the table for a word or two. 
When the girl had departed, the wife 
inquired sweetly: "Who was the 
lady, dear?" 

"Oh, just someone I met profes- 
sionally.“ 

“Of course, darling. But tell me, 


whose profession, yours or hers?“ 
= * * 








Three. ladies of the evening were 
picked up in a vice raid and appear- 
ed before the judge. 

"What's your business?" that wor- 
thy asked of the first of the trio. 

"Im a dressmaker," she protested, 
“and this awful cop —“ 

“Thirty days!” 

The second girl started weeping, 
“Your Honor, I'm a respectable 
dressmaker with a family to support, 
a dying baby and a crippled moth- 
por 

“Thirty days!“ 

The judge asked the third young 
woman the same question: "What's 
your business?" 

"Em a whore," she answered. 

His Honor, obviously relieved, 
asked, "How's business?" 

“Lousy,” she replied, “what with 
all those dressmakers around.” 


- 


° ° e 


One of our loyal readers was over- 
heard singing: I want a girl just like 
the girl that Dad had on the side. 


° > ° 


“Darling.” cooed the sweet young 
thing, “isn’t it romantic? Here we 
are on Observation Point, with the 
lights of the city twinkling below us, 
soft music on the car radio, millions 
of tiny stars in the sky overhead, the 
friendly chirp of thousands of little 
crickets . . .” 

"Honey," he corrected, "that's not 
crickets you hear — it's zippers!" 

o ° ° 


Ỳ 
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“Oapps! I’m sorry! .. . Are yau hurt?” 


“You know, honey,“ he remarked 

early one morning, “After I get up 

and shave, I feel ten years younger.“ 

He was stunned by the sour reply, 

“Why don’t you try shaving before 

you go to bed?” 
° 


o o 


“Where in the world do yau put all that milk, Alice?” 








The bridegroom looked dolefully at 
the blackened bacon, the scorched 
toast, the sick-looking egg and the 
burned coffee. "Hell!" he exclaimed. 
“You can't cook, either!“ 


* ` * 


"Doc, I don't know what's the mat- 
ter with me. Maybe you've got some 
pills that would help.“ 

“What seems to be the trouble, 
Mr. Jones?“ 

“I don't seem to have the pep I 
used to have — when it counts, you 
understand." 

“That seems natural enough. How 
old are you?” 

“Well, Martha's eighty-two, and 
Im three years olderr. she is, so I 
guess that makes me about eighty- 
five.” 

“Hmmm. And just when did you 
first notice this lack of pep?“ 

“The first time was last night and 
that wasn't too bad, But I'll be dad- 
blamed if we didn't notice it again 
this morning!" 


o * * 


"Daring," the bride confessed, the 
morning after, "I should have told 
you before. I have asthma." 
"Thank heavens!" breathed the 
groom. "Last night I thought you 


were hissing me!" 
o c o 
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REWR ITE (continued from page 45 ) 


terial that a young girl like you 
should be interested in." He spoke 
sharply in his embarrassment, and 
the old red flush started up his neck 
again. Damn her! "Now look here, 
Sally . . ." he started again. 

"Of course there was something 
rather cold about them." 

"Cold! Cold? Why those are au- 
thentic feelings backed up by weeks 
of . . ." He caught himself. Sally 
was hardly the person and his apart- 
ment was hardly the place to begin 
arguing sex with her. He changed 
his tactics. He stretched his face into 
what he hoped was a wolfish leer. 

"A pretty young thing like you 
shouldn't be in a lecherous bache- 
lor's apartment alone," he offered in 
a tone intended to frighten little girls. 
"Particularly at this time of night. 
What will Mrs. Goldfarb think?" 

“Mrs, Goldfarb thinks I went 
home,” she said matter-of-factly, and 
then laughed. “No one saw me 
come in. I was careful.” 

Fred Kearns flushed, blushed, 
stuttered, sputtered, stammered and 
finally blustered: “Now look here, 
young lady, I have work to do, and 
I don’t intend to let you . . ." 

"Freddy," she interrupted gently. 
"[ like you, but you're so mixed up. 
Your novel is good, except for the 

. the. . . what your publisher 
said in the letter." 

Instead of defending her actions, 
she seemed to be forgiving him. 
Fred blinked, unable to follow her 
switch in tactics. 

“He's right, you know," she con- 
tinued, rising fluidly from the chair 
aud starting toward him. He stepped 
back but the closed door stopped 
him. There was a sadness in her 
eyes now. 

"Haven't you ever been in love, 
Freddy? Your characters seem so 

. so stonelike. They don't have 
any true feelings. They just seem 
to... to do it... because they're 
supposed to. None of them seem to 
really want to.” She reached up and 
smoothed back a lock of hair that 
had fallen over his forehead, “Poor 
Freddy.” 

“Sit down, Sally,” he said unstead- 
ily. Gesturing at the chair he had 
just left, Fred seated himself on the 
edge of the studio couch. “I don't 
think that you're the right critic,” he 
said, “but I'll admit I have wanted 
to talk about it.” 

She did not return to the chair. 


' Instead she kicked off her ballet 


slippers, jumped on the studio couch 
beside him, and sat in her yoga-posi- 


tion with her head cocked in an eager 
listening posture. 

Fred was at a loss for words but 
the blush did not return. He just sat 
silently looking at her . . . staring at 
her smooth, creamy face and neck... 
the lovely hands, so slim, folded in 
her lap . . . the firmness under her 
sweater that indicated young, atten- 
tive breasts. He suddenly wanted to 
kiss the inviting red lips that she wet 
with a provocative movement of her 
tongue. 

He leaned slowly toward her, like 
a man in a trance, gripped her slim 
shoulders in his hands, and pressed 
his lips gently to hers. His heart 
pounded and his body trembled with 
a vibrant feeling that he had never 
before experienced. She stretched 
both arms to him, caught him behind 
the shoulders and pulled him to her. 
Slowly, they fell back on the couch. 

His face was buried in the soft- 
ness of her; his hands groped and 
each found a firm, sweater-covered 
treasure. He lay there inhaling a new 
and delicious smell of femininity, a 
smell of the freshness of a young 
body with timeless desires. 

He found the zipper on the tor- 
readors. It opened and only a thin 
fabric of silk remained as a token 
barrier, She pressed on the back of 
his head with both her hands, 
smothering him in the glory of her 
youth and beauty. He could not 
breathe now. He forced his head up 
and looked at her. Her head lay 





high on the arm of the couch. .Her 
moist tongue wiped slowly back and 
forth over her upper lip. She opened 
her eyes and looked down at him. 

"Sally, we shouldn't . . ." 

She interrupted by raising her hips 
off the couch and pulling her torrea- 
dors from under her. She sat up 
and took them off completely, tossing 
them on the floor. She grasped two 
handsful of his hair and forced his 
face up to meet hers. 

He lost all control. His trembling 
hands tore her panties off. His hands 
and his lips explored the slim, smooth 
loveliness thus revealed. She unbut- 
toned her sweater, shrugged out of 
the constraining lace of her bra. 
Her breasts were firm and tipped 
with little stiff, pink probes. 

She wrapped her legs around his 
waist and pressed her love to him 
as if trying to force herself into him. 
She moaned low and long and re- 
peated his name over and over in a 
low voice tliat vibrated every quiver- 
ing fiber of his being. 

In a moment he, too, was nude — 
how it happened he did not remem- 
ber. Only the rhythm of their love 
and the final, ecstatic driving peak of 
satisfaction remained in his memory. 
She lay on the couch alone now, on 
her stomach, in a semi-sleep. He sat 
on the rug beside her and ran his 
hand over the low curve of her back, 
gently, soothingly. Her breathing 
was relaxed now, and easy. It was a 
higher joy than he had ever known 
just to sit there and caress the per- 
fect, creamy roundness of her body. 


ee HIS OWN nudity, he jump- 
ed to his feet and dashed to the 
table by the window. Sally half- 
turned to watch him, her expression 
questioning his sudden movement. 

"Ive found it!” he cried joyously. 
"I've discovered what that damn pub- 
lisher means. I’ve found the fire in 
life!” He rolled a fresh page into his 
typewriter. 

“Oh, Freddy,” she chastised, “can’t 
you forget that you're a writer?" She 
rolled onto her back, stretched her 
slim arm luxuriously over her head, 
and closed her eyes. 

He stared .at her newly assumed 
position . . . at the breasts pointing 
at the ceiling . . . at the flat stomach 
still damp with the sweat-shine of 
desire. 

He could not write now. Maybe 
tomorrow, but not now. He returned 
to the bed to fondle his treasure and 
resume another round of newfound 
ecstacy. eee 
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.. or an arm, neck, etc. --- and 
watch the girls clamor to nurse 
you back to health! 


NE OF THE BEST ways to guaran- 
tee yourself that gal’s full-time 
attention is to have an accident — one 
which really hurts (or at least looks 
as if it does). Women are funny in 
this respect; a perfectly healthy male 


sometimes has to work his head to the. . 


bone to make any impression at all, 
but the guy who’s dying of cancer, 
suffers from bleeding ulcers, has his 
arm in a cast, etc. can make out like 
mad. 

' We suppose it's just another ex- 
ample of the mother instinct at work. 
For the fact remains that most wom- 
en love to take care of an injured 
man, 

This is why nursing is such a glam- 
orous profession — it appeals to the 
average gal’s basic instincts as a wom- 
an. It is a reflection of far earlier days 
when the men went out in the forest 
to do battle with terrible monsters 
and came limping back, bleeding 
from every pore, to the ministering 
arms of their women. 

Aside from her talent in the bed- 
room, a woman really feels worth- 
while only when caring for her chil- 
dren or her man. ` 

Now that we've covered the basic 
psychology of the matter, let's get 
down to particulars: 

First of all, you don't want to in- 
jure yourself to the point where you 
are incapable of truly appreciating 
your ministering angel’s feminine 
charms, so let’s avoid things like com- 
pound fractures of the hips, broken 
backs, etc., and concentrate on the 


minor hurts. It actually doesn't make 
much difference to the feminine mind 
exactly what's wrong with you, as 
long as she can hover around making 
clucking sounds and do things to 
make your misery more comfortable. 
A sprained finger will suffice in some 


^. cases. 


Serious  backaches should be 
avoided, though, for obvious reasons. 
It is permissable, however, to let a 
passing truck run over your foot. 

A friend of ours discovered quite 
by accident that he could turn an un- 
fortunate disadvantage into a pro- 
nounced asset. He had acquired 
somewhat  finicky eating habits 
through the years, and was always on 
the defensive when taking girls out 
to dinner — practically all he liked 
was steak and potatoes, coffee and 
milk. The girls, particularly if they 
were of the gourmet variety, contin- 
ually tried to talk him into trying new 
and exotic dishes, such as escargot, 
lasagna, spanish rice, chop suey ad 
infinitum. Friend Charlie couldn't 
take it, and continually insisted that 
he was perfectly happy with steak 
and potatoes. All in vain. 

Then, one happy day, he overheard 
a man at the next table ordering steak 
and potatoes, no salad, milk, a soft 
vegetable — and explaining that he 
had to be kind to his ulcer. The girl 
who was with the ulcer patient 
looked adoringly on. 

Charlie had the answer. Ever since, 
he's been making a point of "being 

(Continued on next page) 





Women are often self-conscious when the spotlight is on them 
alone, but give them a chance to play Florence Nightingale. . . 


kind to his ulcer" and the girls he 
dates are making just as determined a 
point of being kind to him. He sel- 
dom has an argument with a broad 
anymore, because arguing produces 
ulcer pains. In short, he's got it made. 

Now this is a fine idea as long as 
you like the foods an ulcer patient is 
allowed to eat. But if your natural 
tendencies are towards highly spiced 
meals, you'll have to try another tack. 

Some men find it advantageous to 
suffer from migrane headaches — it's 
a safe dodge in case you want some 
time to yourself, because a migrane 
sufferer can't even bear the thought 
of having another human being near, 
no matter how attractive she might 
be. This ailment comes in handy if 
you need a ready excuse for not tak- 
ing a particular girl out (like, for in- 
stance, when you're taking another 
girl out). 

But for the pure sympathy kick, 
and all the goodies that go with it, 
nothing beats a broken arm. Instead 
of being a disadvantage in the 
clinches, it actually helps, because she 
knows you've got one hand out of 
commission and it gives her the com- 
bination of excuse and incentive to 
be a bit more aggresive on her own. 
The results can be nothing short of 
array, 

Of course, carrying a heavy cast 
around day and night gets to be a bit 
uncomfortable, but it pays off in the 
end. When you're alone, afterwards, 
perhaps you can take the cast off — 
if properly construeted with just this 
in mind, a realisticclooking cast can 
be easily removed. 

Another good play is a "broken 

(Continued on next page) 





neck” — transparent plastic neck sup- 
ports can be-purchased in most drug- 
stores. This doesn’t really interfere 
with anything you might have in 
mind for an evening’s entertainment, 
but it gets sympathy everywhere — 
particularly from the girls. Just cau- 
tion them to be e careful once 
you're in bed, and you'll have the : 
time of your life. 

An eye patch also helps create the 
impression of serious injury (you 
might be bleeding intemally, they 
reason) and makes a man somehow 
more desirable as a bed-partner. One 
would think that it would simply 
make you look like a haberdashery 
advert vent, but women don't react 
that wi is an injured man who 
needs to be looked after, who needs 
to have his attention diverted from 
the pain of it all. 

There’s really only one way to com- 
pletely divert a man’s attention from 
pain — as long as he’s physically able 
to participate. You'll be amazed at 
the solicitousness of the women in 
your life. 

In show business, there's an old 
tradition that you never wish a per- 
former luck on opening night. In- 
stead, you wish the direct opposite — 
and what could be more distressing 
to an actor than to break his leg just 
before he's due on stage? So the 
thespian superstition has evolved that 
the best of luck will follow a hearty 
wish to "Break a legl" 

It works somewhat the same in af- 
fairs of the libido — the man who 
seems incapacitated gets all the sym- 
pathy while his healthy brothers get 
_the leftovers. 

So break a leg! .. o 








